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Fight Like Hell 


Olli grunted with effort as he struggled to escape from Mathias's grip. Mathias was on top of him, pinning him 
face-down on the bed with fierce power, his legs resting on top of Ollis as he held both of Olli's slender wrists 
in one big hand and grabbed a fistful of his hair with the other. "Give up," he snarled, digging his knee into Olli's 
calf. 


Olli grimaced in pain as Mathias yanked on his hair, but he didn't give in. "Fuck off," he snapped back. He glanced 
back over his shoulder at Mathias as his heart pounded and his thoughts raced in search of a way to escape. 


"Come on, you love this." Mathias rubbed the bulge in his jeans against Olli's ass and Olli fought to hold back a 


moan. 


Mathias wasn't wrong, exactly, but there was something else Olli loved even more. And he knew how to use his 


current position to get what he wanted most. 


He rocked back against Mathias and moaned, relaxing his chest into the mattress and arching his back, making 
a show of it. Mathias let go of Olli's hair so he could reach down and rub at the front of Olli's jeans. His palm 
pressed against the head of Ollis cock through the fabric and Olli didn't try to hide his reaction this time, 


cursing under his breath and bucking his hips forward, grinding against Mathias's hand. 


Mathias fumbled with the button on Olli's jeans, but they were a new pair and not broken in yet and he 
couldn't get them open with one hand. He gave up trying to do it from behind him and let go of Ollis wrists- 
presumably to flip him over onto his back, but Olli never found out what he was planning, because the instant 
Mathias's grip loosened around his wrists, Olli yanked his hands free so he could brace them against the 
mattress and shove his body hard to one side, tucking into a roll. Since Mathias was kneeling on Ollis lower 


legs, the sudden movement threw him off to the side before he could react. 


Olli recovered in time to stay on the bed, one hand clutching at the covers, but Mathias was caught off guard 
and tumbled to the ground. He knocked the lamp off the nightstand as he struggled for something to hold on 
to, and when Olli peeked over the edge of the bed at him, he had a shallow cut on one side of his forehead 
that was dripping blood toward his hairline as he lay on his back trying to catch his breath. 


"You broke the lamp," Olli pointed out, propping himself up on his elbows. 

"I know." Mathias was staring up at the ceiling with a blank look on his face, still trying to catch his breath. 
"You're bleeding." 

"| know." 

Olli frowned. "Safeword?" 

Mathias shook his head. "No." He locked eyes with Olli and grinned up at him. "Come and get me." 

"If you insist" Olli sat up on the bed and undid his jeans before joining Mathias on the floor. He straddled 
Mathias's hips, grabbed one of Mathias's arms and pulled it down so he could kneel with his shin on his wrist 
to pin it in place-Mathias flexed his fingers experimentally but didn't protest-took hold of his other wrist with 
one hand to hold it down, and then let go of Mathias's arm to put a hand around his neck. "Stupid," Olli teased 
him, pressing down harder on his throat until his eyelids fluttered closed. "You always fall for that." 

Mathias licked his lips and arched up off the ground, not trying to unseat Olli but just trying to grind against 
him. Olli shuffled up a few inches higher so he was sitting on Mathias's stomach instead of his hips and 
Mathias whined and collapsed back down to the ground in frustration. 

"You think just because you can't control yourself around me, | can't control myself around you." Olli rocked his 
hips a bit, unapologetically using Mathias's body for his own pleasure, just like he wouldn't let Mathias do to 


him. "We're not all cocksluts like you.” 


Mathias gritted his teeth and glared up at Olli. It was an expression Olli knew well: straight-up / want fo kill you 
mixed with a pinch of / hate myself for getting into this situation in the first place. 


"Well?" Olli asked, leaning more weight onto Mathias's wrists. "Are you going to fight back?" 


Mathias growled and struggled violently underneath him. Olli managed to keep him pinned down for a few 
seconds, but eventually all his thrashing freed the wrist that was under Olli's leg, and Olli had to jump up off 
of him to stay out of reach as Mathias lunged up and grabbed for his hair. He fell backwards against the edge 
of the bed, and he tried to scramble away on hands and knees while Mathias staggered to his feet but for 


once he wasn't quick enough. 


Mathias grabbed Olli by the hair, grinning wildly when Olli yelped in pain. He kneed Olli in the chest, forcing him 
to kneel with his back against the mattress, and leaned over him with one knee up on the bed, shoving his 


crotch against Olli's face. 


Fuck, he smelled good. Olli forced himself to focus on something else, anything else-the threads in the denim as 
he ran his hands up Mathias's strong thighs and undid his belt and jeans would do the trick. He tugged 


Mathias's pants down and freed his cock from his underwear. 


He nuzzled at the base of it, closing his eyes and rubbing his cheek against Mathias's warm shaft. Mathias 
hummed approvingly, tightened his grip in Olli's hair, and tugged his head back until he was at the right 
distance for Mathias to push the head of his cock against Olli's lips, smearing them with precome. Olli licked his 
lips to taste it and Mathias took advantage of the opportunity to thrust forward and force himself into Olli's 


mouth. 


Olli couldn't hold back a moan. Mathias's cock was so heavy on his tongue, pressing it down and filling his 
mouth, and he tasted so fucking good, musky and salty and bitter (but the good kind of bitter). "See? You love 
it," Mathias taunted him, holding his head still and thrusting a little bit deeper into his mouth. 


Olli didn't try to stop him. Instead, he reached down into his own pants and took his cock into his hand, stroking 
himself slowly to full hardness while Mathias cupped the back of his skull with both hands and fucked his 


mouth. 


He looked up and made eye contact with Mathias. Mathias was watching him with rapt attention, his eyes fixed 
on Olli's soft lips stretched around his cock, and Olli felt a sudden rush of arousal at the way Mathias was 
completely, utterly captivated by him. He smiled as he slowly pulled off, licking his lips and making sure all of 
Mathias's attention was on him. 


In one quick motion, Olli ducked his head, slipped out from between Mathias's legs, stood up behind him, and 
shoved him forward until he was bent over the bed with his bare ass right there for Olli to take. Mathias 
yelped and tried to squirm away, but Olli used one hand to pin him down by the neck and the other to line up 
his cock with Mathias's hole, slick from the preparation they'd done to each other beforehand, and shove it in 


He bit his lip as he sank all the way into Mathias in one smooth thrust. Mathias shuddered and rocked back 
against him, whimpering at the sudden stretch, and Olli grabbed him by the hips, holding him still, buried all the 


way inside him. 


"| win," Olli told him, surprising himself with the aggression in his voice. "Mine. You're mine." 


"Fuck." Mathias whined. He groaned and shuddered, his muscles fluttering around Ollis cock as he hid his face 


in the sheets. 

"Look at me." 

Mathias shook his head, his hair fanning out on the bed. 

"Ugh." Olli leaned forward to grab a fistful of Mathias's hair and yank his head to the side. "| said look at me." 


Mathias finally did. His eyes were wide open and his lips were parted. A pink flush covered his cheeks, and he 
shifted his weight back, changing the angle of Olli's cock inside of him, whimpering pathetically and biting his lip. 
He still had blood smeared across his forehead. "Are you happy now?" he asked quietly. He sounded thoroughly 
defeated, and if Olli could've gotten any harder, that would've done it. 


"Yeah," Olli said. "Very happy." He stroked Mathias's back and shoulders, digging his palms into the muscles on 
either side of his spine until the tension started to fade. "I like you like this," Olli told him. 


"Me too." Mathias closed his eyes and a faint smile crossed his lips. He opened his mouth to say something 
else, but instead he just whined and hid his face in the sheets again as Olli took hold of his hips again and 
started fucking him for real. 


Oh, yeah, Olli thought. Sure, he liked it when Mathias pinned him down and claimed him, but this was one of the 
few things in the world that was even better. 


